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north and south as far as the eye could see from the
masthead, was rising above our horizon behind a very
surfeit of islands, bewildering the minds of men accus-
tomed to our English and North Sea coast-lines.

In a ship just the size of the famous Matthew, we had
gone west, following almost the exact footsteps of the
great John Cabot when just four hundred years before
he had fared forth on his famous venture of discovery.
We seemed now almost able to share the exhilaration
which only such experiences can afford the human soul,
and the vast potential resources for the blessing of hu-
manity of this great land still practically untouched.

At last we came to anchor among many schooners in
a wonderful natural harbour called Domino Run, so
named because the Northern fleets all pass through it on
their way North and South. Had we been- painted scarlet,
and flown the Black Jack instead of the Red Ensign, we
could not have attracted more attention. Flags of greet-
.ing were run up to all mastheads, and boats from all
sides were soon aboard inquiring into the strange phe-
nomenon. Our object explained, we soon had calls for a
doctor, and it has been the experience of almost every
visitor to the coast from that day to this that he is ex-
pected to have a knowledge of medicine.

One impression made on my mind that day undoubt-
edly influenced all my subsequent actions. Late in the
evening, when the rush of visitors was largely over, I
noticed a miserable bunch of boards, serving as a boat,
with only a dab of tar along its seams, lying motionless
a little way from us. In it, sitting silent, was a half-clad,
brown-haired, brown-faced figure. After long hesitation,
during which time I had been watching him from the
rail, he suddenly asked:
"Be you a real doctor?"
of the fish as well as of the fishermen. Naturally a goodl-he
